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A Funeral Poem, Se. 
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| Shes cli ths Howe cis foul] mrary aged) 
R - (Barth loſes that Biernity may find) 
NEE EO es 
We weep at that which gives de Angels Joy. 
Our Dirges but their J» Peas mak i 
To ſuch hard. Laws aud moral bree bor: 
Our Peace why dots tranſlated VIRTUR ſhake, 
When all the Mourning's for 5 HeayiFerown'd Brovy ? 
Yes from our rueful Blacks their GLORIES ine; 
We Cypreſs Wreaths 5 they Starry Chapletr twine | 
The Funeral and the CORONATION joyn. 
Why then does Grief to theſe bleſt Objects turn! 
Yes PIETY, LOVE, PITY, fun aft mum. 
The mounting SAINT in ti Eyes He leaves below 
To ſtaggiing Nature gines that partiog Blow, 
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We can't en wich Erernal. Joys. dilpenſe; 
Bur ait and ſtarts. with: & o render Sen 
Hier che Summons bf eee 
Tha ey Eaves 6 L070) -ieg OR 
_— pe, EY 
Yom fm a deo len eee Arms | 
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Oh, Foy dread. Tyrant es Fair and 3 
Round thy dak Walls thoſe batb rous Trophies Pa * 
Thou dire Diſeaſe, what Ravage haſt thou made 
By Terrors baleful King too fatally obey'd ! 
So often have thy too Malignant . Shafts 
Of blooming Veins. drank choſe deep. Gnguine Drain 
Thou who not weeping: FAMILIES alone, 4 
But haſt ern made whole mourning KINGDOMS groan. 
Thine, thine the Stroke, which to ſad AL BON Coſt 
Both her MARIA and her. GLOC'SIER loſt. * 
Alas, thou keen Deſtroyer, thou haſt ſhed 
Thy Wrab's too dreadful Vial: on this HEAD. 
eg When © ed Heads the Stroke of Fate is given, 
The Hoaty Brows call'd © a long waiting Heav'n, 
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Here 


Here but half wer the Eye af "Sarrow tum, Row Try = 
1˙ attend choſe ſleeping Aſhes to their Urn. 94 8 32 
bar when ſome Bes HEAD ache Eos our Eyes 


Suffer'd to "Life's ſcarce | Midway Tow to nile: ase 
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His Circle finiſh'd long before his Noon : Ay $9227 © 
Alas, the Sands of Gold all daſht fo „„ 17 4 | 
Here the fair Glaſs-of* Life is' broke not nm. 
What deeper $02rows then our Grief mult pour, 
Seal'd up in the dark * Graves: too ſable Might, 

Never to open but r Immortal 'LIGHT,, 


Nor is it to the 'Great 'alotie this Flos 
Of Tears we pay; but to the Great! and Good: | 
Bo when ſome dteadful Cmſllgration: pours 
Its flaming Torrent oer the Princely Towns n 
Of forge Proud DOME, wrapt in one Funeral Blaze, 
With helpleſs Hands and triekling Eyes we gaze; | | 
But, oh, not half the Tears and Sighs we Call 
Only to ſee the tumbling Fabrick fall. 
No, when our Eyes to ti inmoſt 7 redſure turn, 
And fee the Rophyet'iand the Tinas burn: 
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The Orient Sparkle and the Tyrias Blum, 
All in one ſwallowing Ruine; to behold BN" 


The ning Pplyy and ming Gul + ö 


Tis thus the dying GAINSBOROUGH we 3 
Such was the ee en at "_ or” FM 

Our GAINSBOROUGH' thus died. Did f 7 Djet! 
N No, made his Toùr to Immortality : :- | 
80 wing d for the high JOYS where He aſpires, 
He comes no Stranger to th Angelick Choirs. | 
Yes, fo well taught to kneel, ſo taught & adore, 
His pious Breaſt that Heav'nly Muſick ' bore ; 
That Hallelujabs were his Songs before. 


Let common Greatneſs lull on Beds of Sloth ;- 


Or in the emptier Vanities of Jouth, 
Study in Plume and Equipage to ſhine : 
Or dreſſing up the Modiſh Libertixe, 
A Life in thoſe luxurious Mazes loſe.. 

A Glorious NOEL. had ſublimer Views - ; © 
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Betwixt his  4ltars, (Cloſet, and his OD: 
Not vaitlly labouring for gaudy Bo mm 
Of Pleaſure, Gilded Roof, and Coltly an 1 


1 
So well, ſo early chat bright Seat prepar d 

The Call. was almoſt uſeleß when-*rwas given, 

He was half there cer He ſet out for Heavn. 


27 * +4 tf | 
Such his DEVOTION ; next behold him more 
In his no leſs bright Orb of GLORY, LOVE. 


Thus fee Him joyn'd to a fair RUTLAND BRIDE; 


No Hymenæal Gordian Noblier ryed: as Lats 


Not Day's bright Charioteer, thro his vaft Round, 


Eye of the.World a Happier PAIR cer found. 
nm 
Cou d cer tune to Harmony like Theis. 
Such LOVE, FAITH, HONOUR, i in one dude x 
For ever Verde, all true Lara line. 152 
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Lock back Great Jaun, wich a glowing For 
Thy own all Scarlet, tell th unbluſhing Race 
Had ſuch exampled Virtues rurd the Day, 
Nature her bright Origina/ might boaſſt. 
Her Golden Age, without one'coarſe Alla, 
The undegenerate: World had never. loſt. 
Yes, Radiant "VIRTUE, where thy Influence, 
Thy pow'rful Aſpect does its Smiles diſpenſe, + »: 
It is not Worlds alone thy Bleſſings. harre. 
What cart Thy Reign! The Great DISPENSER there | 
That vaſt Dominion to thy Hand has given, 


At once to bleſs the Barth, and eple Heavn. | 


Thus NOEL in thy Radiant Otb of LOVE 
Joyn'd with a PIETY, fo fixt Above, 
Where all choſe Confte/lated Graces move g 
Their ſpreading Beans around whale Ages caſt, 
T' adorn the Preſent, and to ſhame the Laſt, 
Be it thy Pride, (oh whither can I raiſe 
My ſoaring Muſe to thy exalced Praiſe! } 
Were all bleſt PAIRS with ſuch Rich Virtues lored,. 
Had every Hymen worn thy ſrainleſs Robe 3 


His Debye down 10 wah the {om . 
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And now, my 158 iu dl hel ere. 

His more familiar GR AC EHS to diſplay; 

Beſt Hurband, Parent, © Maſter, Param, Frimd, 

What Luſtre muſt all theſe Rich "TITLES lend! 

Here to illuſtrate from this ſpacidus Field + " 

Each radiant Beam, thut does his Laurels gild: ; 

True WORTH's-beſt blazon'd from the Tears it coſt, 

The melting Eyes that mourn the WORTHY loſt, 

This Task then to eſſay : The Tears recount, 

(it Numbers up to Numberleſ can mount!) 

Which at his Urn their pious Tribute pay, 

The falling Dew at VIRTUE's ſetting Day, 

Her Lyre to that too doleful Subject ſtrung, 

From Grief's low'ſt Claſs, let her ſet out her Song, 

Firſt then for his fad Train of Mourners call 

That once cheer'd Troop, the Clients of his Hall, 

Think from what Sourſe their «trickling Sorrow's ſhed, 

The long kind FOUNDER of their Feaſt now Dead. 
— Whillt 


J 
% 


<= 0 n K 
— — EP — K — 


Nay fo ſo nurſt up itt it MERCY 
— as the tel at ann _ 


Sure th' humble Cradle lies beneath this Blows 


with fuccour'd "Mig, Sr 8 Die, 4s 


And. the fed Mons mill his Remembrance bia 72 
Sure in his Charitable Veins their tan I by! Ls | hy 
The Spirit of the God Samatitan. % 
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Next lead t his nearer Train : Her tum an Far 
T' a wailing NURSRY. For his Futeral Tu: 
Ey'n Tongueleſs Nonage is a Mourner here. 

His Genial Bed's Fair FRUIT, all battrd their Eyes, 
See pious Grief ern mixt with "Infant Crien 
Round his cold Fett the pretty Sweettieſs ond 
With all the Pains ſuch Innocence chi feel; 
But can ſuch budding Bloom have Senſe of Moe! 
No, Happy Infancy, thy Head ſo ow, Om 


When ſome remiter Age big with a Tear, 

(For Tears muſt be the Debt of Ages here) 
Shall wich a Pleaſure and a Pan repeat, 
How Lov'd that GOODNESS ſhin'd, how Man He ſet; 
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Runs o'er the Sweets of. that: once fragrant Rad: 9 
Then from cha: nn High the Wing el . | 
Tells em how their Greaz Swrſe. of GLORY A 
Recounts the. Fate with all is. killing Sounds, 
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Their Grief s zelery'd for yet mote dier Tears > 
| Alas, the Fame maplk ripen, for their Tes. 
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in lender Cie dele Till Pilar drown'd, 
Hear next the wailing Mexial Plaints reſpund / — © 
Well they remember d to what Service bound, a ox 
Such his Deſpotidk Rei, (5 taught to rule —onr © 
His Fanily il one large VIRTUR's het: 
Indulgence, Tendernefs, ſo mild a Sway: 
As Angels ſerve in Heay'n twas Glory to obey. 


His COUNTRY's Honour, Heay'ns beſt Darling, Pride 
Ey'n of both Worlds, as thus he Liv'd, chus Dyed: 
Here then, my Mule, could thy bold Numbers paint 
be bright 7rarſlation of the mounting SAINT, | 


Fancy 


Like <' old ELI74H, ſuatcht © his Throne in r | 
Like Him his bright (Jſcenfus Race unſtopt: 

But oh, like Him no Spirited - Mantle dropt. 
Ah no! A.SOUL «decks ah «MOB, 
Is not Heav'ns random Gift. of every Dr. 4 
Beyond th' ELA thus He mounts & jog C 


e tia eee Snot f tt A 
From this ſhort View of his fair LIFE, now tum, 
My duteous Muſe, and wait Him to his Urn. 

Lo, his Great . ANCESTORS long Bed of Reft, 

Waits to receive. this. oh! too early Gueſt. 

Yes th' Hmourable NOELS RUTLAND Shrine, \ 

Waits the Performance of his Rites Divine. 
Hither wich all chat ſolemn Cavalcade, 

The ſad Magnificence of Grief, convey d 
To his Enſtallment on his Throne of Clay, 
The laſt juſt Debt that pious LOVE can pay. 
In this dark Cell fo Jong a HEAD layd there, 
Ev'n his Paternal Marble dropt a Trat. 
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f Now, my fad Maſs b dd ay Nunben flow 
70 lend à Voice t ununerable Woe e 
bow weeps his WIDOW .MOUR NERz— Hold! "ry 
Doe not, my Muſe, on Graues and Moes too long 
To Confolating Airs Bid /Her logk ound, 

Not t' her dark. Griefs, but her bright Table crowid: 
Fee thoſe ſweet Miniatures, All drawn ſo fair, 
Reſery d no Doubt by  Heay'ns peculiar Care, 

To fill a Mourning MOTHER's happy Arms, 

The Heirs both to His HONOUR, and Her CHARMS 
Thoſe Beauteous STEMS. Oh the Rich Fruit of LOVE !7 | 
In what high Sphere does e eee. | 
FATHER a Title ſo belov'd Above; 
As evn th! Almighty on Himſelf beſtow'd, 
T' enrich Omnipotence, and bleſs the GOD. 
Wich thoſe fair Branches ſo divinely bleſt, 
To found Peſterity a fragrant Feaſt, 
Thus Phenix-like She builds her Spicy NeP. 

Then tell Her thus to His long Requiem led 

He lives in thoſe Young EYES that mourn Him Dead. 
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- Thais "Ldcrinians. © 


Copies thut Tall thi ww wean" A. 
t pili, ti W an * 
Adminiſter yet one more Cordial Drop. | 
Tell Her one Six Foot Length in Duſt 'enfolts 
More WEALTH than yon Celeſtial Crele- holds 
Yes, that Rich Bed where this laid HEAD now 
The hallow'd Shrine which thoſe" bleſt Reliquer keeps: 
The pregnant Grave that fertile Bed of Eartn 
Shall one Day teem with his bamorte/ BINTH. 
Then that raisd Head array d fo all Divine 
Shall with that never ſetting Tuftre ſhine; 
When Starrs and Sun from all their towring Pride 
With Nature's common Rubbiſh thrown aſide, 
Hurl'd headlong from. their tumbling Orbs of Powr 
Wrapt in Eternal Shade are ſeen no moxe. 


